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given myself to him. His I am. Him I must
serve. With him I must go to hell. I will be his.
I will serve him. I will go with him to hell. I
cannot be saved. I must not be saved. I must, I
will, I will be damned. . . . She then fixed her
eyes on the corner of the ceiling, and said, c There
he is ; aye, there he is. Come good devil, come.
Take me away. You said you would dash my
brains out; come, do it quickly. I am yours. I
will be yours. Come just now. Take me away.3"
What could be a clearer, more gratifying proof, of
the reality of demoniac possession ?

The curious thing is that these manifestations
were only permitted when John Wesley was the
preacher; they never- happened with Charles,
with Whitefield, or, definitely, with any others of
the group. It was the more striking when White-
field, who had been ministering in London for
some days, asked Wesley to go with him to a
gathering, and then invited him to preach. At
his own sermons nothing untoward occurred ;
but the moment John opened his mouth, people
were struck to the ground. It was amazing. It
was not that he was a very eloquent preacher ; he
spoke in short, economical phrases ; he could not
hold a candle to Whitefield as an orator, but his
sentences seemed to clutch at men's hearts and
drag them out. Brushing his hair back with his
hand, the face he presented to his hearers would
fill them with awe, and he used his eyes in such a
way that each felt that they pierced him alone,